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Biodegradable Magazine is a student publication 
produced mainly for enjoyment. No part of this magazine is 
meant to be offensive, and thus, there should be nothing 
offensive to the reader. The members of the stall have| 

| created this magazine to entertain its readers and help them 
‘ook at life from a different perspective. Since the staff 
understands that there are two sides to life (serious and 
fun), they have covered each side as best as possible. The 

| great thing about this publication, and student publications 
in general, is the fact that, since there are few rules, the 
staff's creativity is allowed to be expressed, and there are 

| no worries about being told what they have written is wrong. 


In the past, underground publications have helped to 
bind groups together. This magazine is designed to bring 
the young members of our society together by covering their 
intefesis, The staff hopes you enjoy the fun and 
informative parts but don’t forget the serious side to the 
magazine, 
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LETTERS 


To Mickey Mouse: 


You're a year older than 
Take Goofy and Daffy with 
ing this, well, Dll tell you. 
ting people. I love to ruin their 
self-confidence, “All I can say is, death to Mickey Monge, 
and ths same to all the other seum bags im tha vd Oh, 
pay up Kathy. 


Wall we had to bring the experts in to decifer this 
Pari (UY suggestion to this person is to ger inte 
bathtub full j nd bang your head against 
the bathroom 1 


Give letters 
to; 


to a member of the staff or send them 


Biodegradable Magazine 
4023 Lucerne Dr. 
Huntsville, AL 3 


PLEASE SEND SOME LETTERS 


O SKATE SPOTS 


Place: UAH By: David Baird and Alan Ventress 
Location: North Huntsville (Hunispatch) 


In the past few years, Huntsville's skate scene has 
really grown, Even though many new spots have been found 
and ‘others have been destroyed or ruined by the police, UAH 
has stayed a fairly unknown spot, For example, few dudes 
know that there is a killer bank under the Holmes Ave. 
bridge which snakes across the campus. 

Slides and kickturns are a total blast. Airs and 
bonelesses are sa sketchy that if you try one, everyone will 
have to visit you at Huntsville Hospital. Oh, also if you 
don't watch for ears your mother will have to take yon back 
to the factory. My suggestion, go in the late afternoon or 
on weekends, 

After skating the bank, go over to the student center, 
(big, ugly, white building.) The student has a few long 
benches, however the most noticable thing there are STAIRS 
Yes, Pm talking about ollies, acid drops, stair rides, and 
handrail slides. After a hardcore session on the stairs, 
take a few leisurely runs on the grassy banks beside the 
buildi If you go to skate UAIÍ, park in a "Visitor 
Parking" space (fines are heavy.) If you get hungry you can 
deal a meal in the cafeateria inside the student center and 
remember, don’t gei into trouble by acting like a "#@& jerk. 
Skate Tuff! 


Todd Les, frontside kickturn under Holmes Ave, bridge. 


Alan Ventress, backside kickturn on the bank, 


David Baird, grass bank slide. | 


STAIRS! STAIRS! STARS 


O LITERATURE 


Sorrow $ Each time pain comes, 

for the time of year itis the same, 

in which be tried to care various shades of agony 

and I turned away from the paletie. 

‘The Memory 

ofa day But the happiness 

when he wore my jacket always rises anew 

and left a scent of himself 

Lingering disappearance, 

Tike the rainbow winter, 

across the greenest land itis appreciated 

seen from the taxi because it was gone 

Drifting sounding in the gentle splash j 
through the fringes of thought of lake water | 
the baleen of the mind and the notes of a violin i 
the empty rooms reflected in the eyes 

Gentleness where nymphs dance 

of the first kiss with Tight 

and the fear as I saw inthe green of a field 

bis humaaness beside the dark wood 

Sorrow where the 

for my selfishness 


e pain hides. 
Katherine MeCanless 


Katherine MeCanless 


Haikus are poems 
Like, but I need about 
Five more syllables 


Jonathan Williams 


Iwill wear my rage like a clouk about my shoulders 

And Twill walk in the silence of the absolute 

Iwill hold my bate like a crystal prison about myself 

And I will walk in beauty sculpted of ice x 

T will call my fierceness like a hawk from the wind torn peaks 
And he will ride upon my shoulder 

‘The joyous light of combat will flash from my eye 

From my soul i 

Iwill be perfect in my anger 


= Jonathan Williams 


For along time 

Tstond with a boulder 

d when it rained 

He sheltered me 

Even from myself 

Until there were two me's 
His end mine 

And we chased each other 
Around that boulder 


Then one day 

Telimbed on top of the boulder 
_ And leaped down upon 

The other me and 

Run away reunited 

With myself 

But I stopped at the edge 

Of the boulder’s clearing 

‘And watched the rain 

Wash over him 

Thought I saw him cry 


Finally IT turned away 

Stifling the sadness 

Which s d at me to turn back 
Ï walked slowly oa 

Alone in the woods 

Eyes staring forward 

‘And mind reaching back 

With all of me impervious 

"To my bare feet in the snow 
Vowing to myself the next linie it rained 
Lwould dance 


Katherine MeCanless 


Raising One Eyebrow Would Have Worked Just As Well 


He streiched 
an arc de ccrele. 
with his head thisclose to the sand. 


aad his feet retreating with the tide 


Bis skin seemed 
about to break 
but then the stiflnessofthesalt 


lefthira 
cold 


Upright again 
(physically) 
he stepped over their sandeastle 


to follow her down the beach 


then speaking to her back 
“Maybe I will go for a walk." 
and without turning around she smiled and 


"What else is there to do?" 


‘Holland Ho?son 


(€) 9-20-88 


Sometime this morning, you faced death by yourself, 
: With only a simple plastic bag, you killed yourself, And 
this morning, your older brother found you. As I was 
driving my grandmother home, I saw the police cars in front 
of your house, and the neighbors in the yard My 
grandmother's neighbor told me what you had done. I got 
into the car and drove 10 the workshop 1 wis going to. 1 
told your other friends there and we sat numbly through some 
lectures. Then two of us drove to your house, and as we 
embraced your friends and the friends of your family, the 
tears came. Your mother held ime tightly as she kecned. One 
of your friends from school hugged me and said, "Strong, we 
must be sirong for him now. And as we all stood on the 
porch in a silent circle, J fel you there, with all of us, 
went inside your house and ‘recalled the times I had 
visited you there, I signed the notebook for visitors, and 
took a Kleenex from the communal box. I stood in your 
kitchen with four of your friends, One by one they began 10 
pray, 1 found myself, a non-believer, groping for the 
opening words of the Lord's Prayer. Yon used to be the 
fourth member of the circle of love. Today, ther were only 
three of us. And three makes a triangle. “I remember you 
from second grade, when you taught me my multiplication 
tables, and from third grade when, we did the Pucblo Indian 
project together, with Jim. He came straight from his bed 
ibis morning to be with you. He saw you and he heard the 
policeman, that helped take you away, blame your death on "D 
and D" and that strange music. The selfsiime strange music 
that cemented the foursome’s circle of love when we became 
friends, The music your brother went to Jim’s house to 
listen 10, to find some sense of solace as he nursed the 
hand he pounded into the wall when he found you, To relieve 
the endless pacing like a giant cat in a cage, Jim went with 
his father and your brother to school to get your books and, 
the journal which holds the possible answer to the question 
"Why? The same dark illness which brought your father to 
commit the same act five years ago - the tiny voices of 
darkness which may have crept into your life. And as we all 
saw your mother barefoot in a T-shirt and jeans, we saw her 
repeat the pain, double the wounds by tearing open the old 
sears. T remember the day I was sick, maybe four years ago, 
when I called you and yon told me about the Stephen King 
book you were reading. T recall the way you used to geni 
stroke cals until they fell asleep in your arms. And it 
Seems so strange, so ironic that on the day you died, the 
sun is shining and the birés are singing. 


And it scares me that during the night, you faced death 
alone. And, Kevin, you may be with me as I wrile this, and 
you may already know this, but T'I icc better if everyone 
that cares knows it. I do not forgive you; there is no need 
to; you have not comunitted a sin. 


Hove you. 
Katherine MeCanless 


KEVIN LEE (e „ - 9-30 88) 


Kevin was my rend, my brother, He was a poct who, 
with the tura of a phrase, cowld inspire envy in fellow 
writers. His photographic art defied words and challenged 
the mind to grasp its significance: 


"When Kevin left his body, we each gave kim a piece of 
ourselves to accompany him on bis journey, Now Kevin can 
start afresh under a new moon. Bor a new moon is black, and 
we are left with a hole in the sky. 


Idon't remember seeing 


last summer 
but back then 
1 didit bathe by candlelight 
or 
write poetry by moonlight 


so maybe my eyes weren't trained ro notice. 
their gatoradegreenglaw 
Or maybe I was looking for a different kind of mating call 


Holland Ho?son 


What happened to Sylvia between Smith aad Home? 
Aurelia, tell me about your daughter 

jow me her pictures as Betty Grable. 
Show me her diploma. 
Show me the floor she threw her fits, 
And show me her moon with its O. 
Thave already seen the Yew Tree. 
1100 keep bees. 


And, Aurelia, tei] me what happened to Sylvia between Smith and Home 
Holt 


pe. 


nd Ho?son 


| SPECIAL ARTICL 


| © How Hypnosis Can Get You Anything You Want 
By Derek Bakken 


Well, what did you expect? Isn't that what all the ads 
in those fine supermarket publications say? Well, irs 
true. Unfortunately, not in this life. Actually, hypnosis 
is a fascinating feld of study where one can communicate 
directly with a subjects. subconscious. it is usnally 
utilized to trace psychological problems, and to acheive a 
high state of relaxation. 

Relaxation is the most important aspect of hypnosis and 
pertinent to achieving a deep state. A deep state of 
relaxation can only be ascertained hy a relatively small 
portion of the general population, 


Try this: Lie or sit down in a comfortable position, 
and find a small spot, object, or dark area on a far wall. 
Stare at it intently for at least four to five minutes. At 
a certain point, things should start going ovt of focus and 
become blurry, except the area you are staring at. This 
technique is called "Hye Fixation.” When your eyes become 
dry and begin blinking, close them. Then start repeating to 
yourself, "Relax now,’ (or some other equally relaxing word 
or phrase). 

Next, starting with your feet, move up your body - 
tensing and relaxing each muscle in turn. (Don't forget 
your face and bands) After accomplishing this, imagine 
yourself at the top of an escalator (or staircase, if you 
have had a bad escalator experience). Sce yourself steppin 
on 10 the escalator and running down. Then, starting wii 
ten, slowly count backwards to one. In between each number, 
interject statements such as, "Pm going deeper" and "When I 
reach one, I will become moro relaxed than 1 am now." 

From this point, you will find yourself more able. to 
focus on past and present events, and you are subconsciously 
mere susceptible 10 suggestion. (Ali sorts of constructive 
things can be suggested: "I will be more relaxed in the 
future" and 'I will not want to kill him the next time 1 see 
him" are a few.) To "wake up" simply will yourself awake, 
and open your eyes. I guarantee you will feel somewhat 
strange. 


To Be Continued... 


REVIEWS 


Jody Foster's Army 
"Nowhere Blossoms" 
Placebo Records 


Jody Foster's Army was begun in late 1982, early 1083. | 
They got their name from the actress (Jody Foster), who 
starred in the movie Taxi, She was the girl who John 
Hinkley Ir. fell in love with, and said he shot President 
Reagan to show his love for her. 

In the early years of the band, they played loud, fast, 
hardcore music. In fact they had a very sucessful tour in 
1984. On their newest album, "Nowhere Blossoms,” They have 
slowed down the tempo of their music. Instrumentals are! 
still part of their deal, such as in "Julie's Song" The 
big surprise, is that they have added a piano in some of 
their songs. | Even though there ure some things you wouldnt 
espect Hke "Signifying Monkey", "I Feel Good, and "Turkey 
in the UFO", Jody Foster's Army has given it's fans a nice 
Surprise. 


-David Baird 


Peter Murphy 
| "Love Hysteria" 
Beager’s Banquet 


Peter Murphy used to be a driving force in Bauhaus, but! 
you cant tell by listening to "Love Hysteria,” his first! 
Sol project. For it is completely devoid of the sonic 
surrealism and expermentation so inherent to Bauhaus 
Suprisingly, this record is melodie and even predictable ai 
times. This is not to say that "Love Hyserias is altogether 
(worthless (it/he has its/his moments of inspiration like 
¡Socrates the Python). But compared to recent releases Dy 
other Baubausers, Peter Murphy seems to have come away wit 
the short end of the stick, 


| -Ho!tand Ho?son 


Y REVIEWS 


mise RO E os, 

Love in the Days of Rape 
Lawerence Ferlinghetti 
EP. Dutton 


Lawerence Ferlinghetti, an author of the (almost) | 
famous A Coney Island uf the Mind end cofounder of the City | 
Lights Bookstore und Press, reveals again his wonderful 
Sense of sensuality again in his novel Love in the Davs of 
Rage. While mare accessible than his previous "novel" 
Ferlinghetti’s new work is still stylistically sound. His 
use of imagery, descriptoin, two and one-half page Dd 


sentences, and lack of closure is just what it takes io show 
¿he reuder how Julian (an anarchist banker) and Annie (an 
expatriate painter) live and love in the turbulent Paris of 
1988. For it is caught up in the free-thinking, free loving 
revolution-of-anything-and-everything-that-could-possil | 
be-considered-radical (Left or Right) that Annio and Julian 
finally decipher each other and themselves and eventually... 
Well, read it for yourself. 


-Holland Ho?son 
Band Reviews: SMITHEREENS and HOUSE OF FREAKS 


Place: UAH, Spragins Hall | 
September 14, 19: 


House of Freaks, a band out of Richmond, Virginia, 
opened for the Smithereens. They include an electric 
guitarist and a drummer, who also played the spoons and the | 
Steel drums. They played about a 30 minute gig. Their 
music bas an REM base bu: without the "southern sound." 

After a 20 minute wait, which was made even longer by 
the playing of heavy metal music, the Smithercens siarted 
up. "They played for g least an hour sud a fat ich 
included on encore. There was a fairly good light show, 
except for the green light that blinded people on the floor. 
The song "The House We Used to Live in,” was given and extra 
boost with several pounds of dry ice. 

About 600 people attended, The best event to come to 
Huntsville since the end of thé "Ice Age," If you get a 
“hance to see either one of these bands, go for it. SUPPORT 

HE SCENE! | 


-David Baird 


POEMS OF A + 
MADMAN | 


Pocms of a Madman 
{Excerpts from Diary of a Madman) i 


#6 | 


The butterfly resumed its magical dance through the meadow, 
A lark softly lifted its song to the autumn breeze, 

‘The flourescent glow of the fading sun, 

Sat witness to the fulling leaves. 


ighting bolt struck the cow, 

"Moo, oh moo, double moo!!" | 
The rain pounded my face, 
As the 30 foot Anacondas stripped my body of skin, 
Leaving me in a state of utter bliss. 


Knowing all, seeing all, reminds me of cream cheese, 
By the hairs of my chinny-chin-chin, 

1 will build an ark with which to destroy 

The sand crabs that have infested Mount Everest. 


#42.92364278 


fi Ih bottle of pop, popped on my pop' pop at, 
Isaid "Wow dad, did you know our dog's *$2@ trails 30 feet 
behind him in the snow." 


This hurts ahhh! Oh, -C lll Abbhh!! 
This really burist! Ahhhh!! You BIT.! Ahhhh! Frogs on my 
window!! Ahhlih-enough! 


P — u 


How I wish I could spend 1 hour in your overpowering 
presence, just a moment to run my hands through your hair. 
‘The wrenching odor of death emitted by your armpits, 
Invigorates me to caress your inner thigh with my chainsaw 
of love. 


Slowly, as the snot drips from your ears the milkman rang the 
doorbell and said The and, you on 
the id your — e 


na irée. 


` 
Yov are | 
| Now on +he | 


Chariots ot Fire 
| List!” Youre helping 


Fo send bibles 
to El Salvador!” 


— Repo Man 


